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Chapter |: Arrival 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you shall enjoy this first story of mine! 


He can feel the warmth on his face as the sun continues to beam, but he can feel the cold in the air creep 
closer, as the sun is about to set. 

The majestic bay horse beneath him leisurely keeps walking through the commotion of the town, moving 
towards the big castle ahead of them. 

The clinking of his armor and the sound of the horse's hooves echoes against the walls as they enter the 
courtyard, just outside of the castle. 

They come to a halt and he gets off the horse, a stable man quickly offering to take care of his horse. Then 
the man quickly leads it away to the stables, as the knight makes his way into the castle. 


Before they send him through the big doors into the throne room, he takes off his shiny helmet and patiently 
waits. Long brown curls nestle down his silvery armor. 


"Sir Stephen Harris from the eastern realm of Marryldoe, my lord" As he hears his name, he walks in with a 


confident stride to the throne room. As he is right before the king, he kneels. 


"My lord” He says, kneeling and bowing his head in respect. 

"Arise worthy knight. Arise." The man says with a gentle, yet powerful tone. 

With his command, he gets back on his feet. Hazel eyes look down upon him from the throne where the king 
proudly remains seated. He makes a gesture as to allow Harris to talk. 

"I am more than honoured to receive this special invitation to your Tournament, my grace. | gladly accept it." 
Harris says with a kind tone and bows slightly. 

"My tournament will proudly have you fighting and hopefully see you as winner, sir Harris. | wish you luck" 
The king says with a serene smile and a courteous nod. His long ginger curls moves graciously as the king rises 
to his feet. The king is a tall man with a stern look but he is known to be quite the boisterous man at times. 
Especially when there were plenty of drinks around. 


"Thank you, your grace." Harris bows and then exits the grand throne room. 


As he exits the castle, another knight is there to salute the king and show his respects. 

It is obligatory to do so in the ways of courtesy, especially when the prize is so closely linked to the king 
himself. 

Surely all great men of the realm are there to fight and show their greatness by winning for the princess, 
who is in fact the grand prize of the tournament. The one who manages to win, is clearly worthy of the king's 
daughter. 

The daughter of the king is a beautiful woman with red hair like her father, but with the gorgeous set of 
green eyes that glimmer like emeralds that she gets from her mother. 

Naturally, from having red hair she has quite a fair complexion. Her skin is like porcelain, not in a sickly way 
but in a radiant way as an angel. 

She is quite sought after by many men for her beauty, but also for the greed - everybody wants to be 
royalty. 

However, sir Harris has the kindest intentions. For he does this just to be with the princess. He has always 
been smitten by her infectious smile and kindness, that he has been blessed to experience a few years back at 


a kingly banquet when he was placed right next to her. 


He daydreams about the fair princess as he walks out to the courtyard and to the stables for his noble steed. 
With a smile on his face he puts on his helmet, then he gets up and rides off to the Bromley where he'll be 
staying for the upcoming week. 

The Bromley is a cozy place that he tends to stay in when he comes to the city. It's also quite secluded which 


is why he loves it. 


As he gets his room and has had dinner, he heads upstairs to sleep so he's well rested for the sword fighting 
of tomorrow. Which happens to be the first step of the tournament. 

He makes his way up the stairs as another man knocks into him, nearly making him loose his footing. 

"Watch your step man!" Irritably he looks at the man. 

"Sorry!" The somewhat shorter man manages to say as he continues down the stairs swiftly, his long brown 
hair flowing behind him. He can hear some chuckling from the other man. 

Irritably Harris mutters something about if he ever sees him again, he'd gladly teach him a lesson or two for 


being rude using the sharpness of his sword. 


Chapter 2: Dragon man 


Author's Notes: 
Hope you\'ll enjoy this latest chapter. More is just waiting to be put into words. 


Before the morning sun had even begun to warm the cold from last night, our honourable knight was already 
up and about. Preparing for the upcoming long day of battling by sharpening his sword and buffing up his 
armour to a new dimension of shine. 


With his stomach full he heads to the tournament for his first fight and also first win. Or at least that's what 
he's hoping for. 


As he enters the arena, his silver armour crested with a majestic lion on his breastplate with a matching 
crest on his shield, shines in the rays of the sun. his sword glistening as the sun licks the steel blade as he 
moves forward. 

The opponent in front of him is wearing a shabby armour that clearly has seen better days. Defiantly he holds 
up his sword. 

Harris sees the worried look in his opponent's eyes and senses this fight will be in his grasp rather quickly. 
They clash together, blade against blade. He knocks the opponent away and manages to get the upper hand 
quick, as he expected he would. 

The fight is over as quick as it started, with the other man throwing in the towel so to speak. 

Without breaking a sweat Harris leaves the arena, removing his helmet and walking away proudly. Nodding to 


the young children who're in complete awe. 


As he left the arena another man walks by in a dark armour, crested with an embellished dragon on his 
breastplate. It's barely visible, but in the sun it shines bright green. His shield is pitch black, apart from a 
single dragon in the centre with the same, nearly magical, green effect. 

Intrigued Harris stays to watch this mysterious dragon man, to see if there's more to this man apart from 
his peculiar armour. 

The man gets to fight against one of the tallest and strongest knights in the tournament, a man by the name 
of lord Tarryl Steele. 

This intrigued Harris even further to see, since this dragon man is quite short. At least against Tarryl, but to 
himself the other man is just about a few centimetres shorter. 


He watches in amazement as Tarryl kneels in front of the dragon man, dropping his sword to show that he's 

had enough. 

The dragon man lets raises his arms in victory and the crowd goes crazy. The children love his ways and the 
people betting and rooting for the underdog got their heaps of gold as the others watch in dismay. 

Tarryl leaves the arena in disappointment as he was one of the favourites in the entire Tournament and now 

has been beaten by this man of dragons. 


After he left, the other man removes his helmet. Long brown hair drapes his armour and piercing brown 


intense eyes look around at the audience. 

Harris could hear some women gush and sigh as they saw that. He couldn't do more than chuckle about their 
sudden infatuation. 

Quickly he would learn that this was a young man by the name of lord Bruce Dickinson, as the people began to 
cheer his name. 

Suddenly they had a new favourite in the tournament and Harris had a new prime rival for the hand of the 


fair princess. 


The time of the day passes quickly and by the end of it Harris has beaten all of his opponents and has been 
set forward to the next step of the tournament - the jousting. 

By the looks of it so has this Dickinson fellow as well as a handful of other men, the barman told Harris. Also 
letting him know that this dragon man is surprisingly skilful and he believes this man might snatch the victory 
in the end. 

"He can try to beat me, but this ‘noble man' lord Harris will never succeed!" A man chuckles defiantly a few 
stools away. 

That makes Harris turn to look at whom this doubter is. Also that chuckle was remarkably familiar to him 
somehow. 

As he looks over he notices that long brown hair and he suddenly remembers who it is. It is the man who 
nearly knocked him down the stairs the other day, who was in such a hurry. Not only that, he even knows his 


name. The rude man from the other day is the dragon man, Bruce Dickinson! 


A sudden flare of rage burns in Harris' eyes and he walks over to him. 

"Aren't we feeling sure about our skill, newcomer?" He says, his words dripping of anger. 

"And who could you be? Harris’ little guard dog?" Dickinson chuckles. 

"How dare you, | am Steve Harris from the eastern realm of Marryldoe! The question is who are you and what 
hole did you crawl out of that made you a knight?" 

"Oh, who has rubbed you the wrong way? Perhaps you've never been rubbed and that's why you're so angry, 
sir Harris." Dickinson says in a mocking tone and laughs. Others start laughing at that as well. 

"We'll see if you think its as funny when | knock you off your horse in the end, joker." Harris says through his 
teeth in anger. He walks off to keep himself from beating the dragon man and wasting his energy before it's 
time. 

| wish you all the luck with that. You're going to need it." Dickinson smiles confidently, watching Harris stop - 


then keep on walking away. 


Chapter 3: Infinite Dreams 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter guys, | hope you\'ll enjoy this one! 


It is evening and everyone that has settled their last fights in the arena and succeeded to move on up, is now 


at the king's great halls for the banquet for the feast. 


Steve is taking his designated seat, just a few seats away across from the obnoxious Dickinson fellow. What is 
even worse is that the man is seated close to the king. 

"Just bloody brilliant." Steve says quietly to himself exasperatedly. 

He's not allowing himself to get too beaten down though. Since he is also sitting by the king's table. Which 


naturally means he is going to be near the princess and might get a chance to talk to her. 


Shortly the king himself arrives with his family, his beautiful wife right next to him. The princess next to her 
mother but also, annoyingly, right next to Dickinson Jealousy shoots right through Steve's entire being. He was 
meant to be that person but no, he's not that lucky. Not this time. 


Bruce looks over and is stunned by the beauty of the woman next to him. Her hair is this beautiful ginger 
colour and her eyes greener than any emerald he's ever seen. Gobsmacked he looks at her. Him - not being 


able to find his words, is that even possible? 


"Greetings noble knight, | am Kaelyn Mustaine." Softly and sweetly she speaks, sounding like an angel and to him, 
she is an angel sent from the high skies. 

"Lost your words, sir...?" Smiling she curiously waits for his reply. 

"D-Dickinson, Bruce Dickinson is the name, fair lady Kaelyn" He barely gets his words out as he sees her sweet 
smile. 

"Pleased to meet you Bruce." Her eyes glittering as she looks at him. 

"To be graced to sit next to the most beautiful lady in the kingdom. Trust me, the pleasure is all mine, milady." 
He smiles and kisses her hand. 

She blushes and looks away shyly. Her gaze meets his again and smiles, quite smitten by him and his ways. 

His eyes barely ever leave those beautiful emerald eyes of hers and throughout the entire evening he tries to 
woe her. 


This lady shall be his woman; his wife, and he'll make damned sure of itl 


As the evening progresses, he has felt the daggers shooting from Harris and his looks of jealous hatred. 
Making him feel quite good about himself actually and continue to chat to the princess, making her laugh. As 


that seemed to annoy Harris the most. 


While across from them, in hell - as far as Steve is concerned he was in hell. 
Well, okay. Maybe he wasn't exactly in hell, at least it was entertaining to listen to this guy's banter. He's 
seated next to this loud and quite confident man, by the name of Jacoby Shaddix. Who happened to be quite 


keen and not shy at all to share his sexual escapades. 


"Once | was with this girl who wasn't at all like other women I've been with. Lemme tell you. That girl was 
crazy sexy and she sure knew how to suck, man | mean REALLY knew how to blow a man. | was this close to 
marry her then and there!" Jacoby tells the men who laughs and listens to his stories with interest as he 
passionately tells them. Even using some inappropriate gestures and all that as well, not at all shy in front of 
the king's party. 

Steve couldn't help but to laugh when this man was telling his stories. The man is absolutely crazy, but in a 
good way. 


Later on after chatting to the man throughout the entire evening. He finds out that this man is really kind and 
good hearted, even though he might share a bit too much information sometimes. 

As different as this man is to himself, he is convinced he's found a good friend in this Jacoby fellow. 

So the evening wasn't a complete loss even though he never got to speak to the princess. Next time, he 
convinces himself, he'll be the one talking to her all night and show her a proper good man. No Dickinson will be 


able to ruin anything then! 


